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delegations on the significance of the work of the great man whose
grave we had just visited, and whose name had been given to the
youngest of the British dominions,
Whfcn at Bulawayo I stayed at Government House, and sat
under the palaver tree used by Lobengula as a place of judgment,
and from Salisbury we visited the interesting and famous Zim-
babwe ruins, and we saw some most interesting bushman wall-
paintings in near-by caves.
On our return to Bulawayo, while on our way to the Victoria
Falls and the Zambesi River, a cablegram was handed to me
stating that the Labour Government had been defeated, that the
dissolution of Parliament was imminent, and urging my immediate
return. The other sections of the British delegation were without
news, but I at once placed the information before them. There
was a unanimous desire to return home with the least possible delay,
but as the next boat would not leave for a week we were able to
proceed on our journey to the Victoria Falls, where we arrived at
five o'clock on Sunday morning, in time to see the sun rise on one
of the most thrilling sights in the world. During the day we had
an excursion on the Zambesi River, and in the evening we had the
privilege of entertaining to dinner at the Victoria Falls hotel, on
his eightieth birthday, our venerable and friendly companion,
Senator Reitz, and his son, Colonel Denijs Reitz, On Monday
we took the midday train for Cape Town, and on the following
Friday we sailed for home. It was most disappointing to have to
leave before our tour had been completed, but we arrived home
two days before the election took place, when, although I had been
absent throughout the campaign, I was again returned for East
Woolwich by a satisfactory majority.
The result of the general election was that a Conservative
Government was formed. It is not usual for political parties to
be fastidious either in regard to their associates or as to the methods
by which they seek, and sometimes attain, electoral success, and
the Tory Party welcomed from the Daily Mail the notorious and
malodorous 'Red Letter' as eagerly as if it had been both clean and
authentic. Nor was the nation as a whole nauseated by its smell,
The Labour Government had seriously offended its sensitive taste
by treating the Russian Communist Government with a
courtesy which its predecessors had always extended to the
Governments of the hanging Czars. But in the alleged in-
terests of political purity the Labour Government had to be

